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SPRING-PIECE 

The strayed cherry tree, 
Bewildered by red-brick walls 
In the lost by-street, 
Is dusted with green. 

Its white blossoms push 
Long and scented fingers 
Into the liquid air. 

Clouds of white butterflies 
Silently drift, 

Like loosened and breathing petals 
Seeking the sun. 

THE LINK 

When the storm-clouds piled between us, 
In the dark and chasmed hour 
When we struggled for a rebirth of our souls 
And of our love for one another, 
One thing held me to you. 

It was not the expanding structures of love 
That we had builded together; 
It was not vows, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Nor inner promises of eternal fealty, 
Nor our common purposes in life, 
Nor the clenching grasp of passion — 

It was the battered little coffee-pot 
That we had bought together for five cents 
From a ghetto push-cart, 
That would not let me go. 

Clement Wood 



SHAKESPEARE 

Because, the singer of an age, he sang 

The passions of the ages, 
It was humanity itself that sprang 

To life upon his pages. 

He told no single being's tale — there beat 

All beings on his pen ; 
And when he made a man to walk the street 

Forth walked a million men. 

Agnes Lee 
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